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Remembering about Dr. White's discovery, I looked for fossil algae.
To my delight, I found some.
I was stopping at the Phantom Ranch, down in the canyon; and
one day, while my fellow-guests were at luncheon, I wandered up
a side canyon until I found myself in a grassy basin, full of ferns,
wild flowers, and butterflies. The sun was warm, and I sat down
on the grass, propping my back against a boulder, for a nap. Idly
I watched a tarantula crawling along an adjacent rock, as if sizing
me up. A swift shadow crossed the little oasis, and, raising my
eyes, I saw a bald eagle soaring between the steep walls of my
narrow place.
But I saw something else on the canyon wall—a sharp line, about
five hundred feet up, dividing the granite and gneiss of the Archaean
crust of the earth from the sedimentary deposits that towered above
for nearly a mile. The line of life and death, I mused—not death
ending life, but death merging into life. There, if anywhere, would
be found algae traces. I found a way up to the stratum and dis-
covered what I sought. Next day I returned with chisel and
hammer and broke out a block of Algonkian red shale showing
algae—my first specimens. This stone is now in the American
Museum of Natural History.
In succeeding years I continued to prospect for fossil algae in
the Grand Canyon, finding it good practice, since it trains the eye
to be exceedingly alert and observant. In 1929 I located a fine
deposit of Proterozoic fossils on the north wall of the canyon just
west of the mouth of Bright Angel Creek and spent several weeks
getting them out. I usually stayed on the rim of the canyon, going
down on foot after an early breakfast each day, prospecting for as
long as I had time, and then late in the afternoon climbing out
again—a seven-mile trail that ascends for a mile—with my speci-
mens in my knapsack. In all, I had freighted more than a ton of
rocks and fossils out of Grand Canyon on my back, a few pounds
at a time. A few specimens I kept for my own collections. The rest
I sent to Dr. White, who, after studying them, gave them to the
American Museum.
It was, incidentally, this interest in fossil algae that took me, in
the summer of 1930, to Labrador in company with a young New
York friend of mine, Beekman Pool, son of Dr. Hugene Pool.

